confirmed. The boy was getting on quite well in the
upper second. And mother—ah, well 1—mother was the
same as usual—a little nervy—overwrought.. ..
Dr. Rainer finished his report with a little sigh which
opened up vistas of unspoken domestic trials. Rainer
the younger saw in rapid succession the migraine-racked
face of his mother, darkened rooms, compresses; he
heard the dreary, complaining voice; he smelt camomile
vapours; he felt the slack, incapable hand which was
always so cold when it tried to stroke you. O Helene!
he thought at the same moment, and the contrast sent a
thrill of joy to his heart. Dr. Rainer took out a cigar and
lit it slowly, with a deliberation which concealed excite-
ment. He also walked once across the room and then
sat down again in the arm-chair. There was something of
an effort in the movement which rather worried young
Rainer and cast a depressing gloom over him.
" You wrote to me," said the father suddenly, bracing
himself in a determined manner in which there was some-
thing almost painful, " You wrote to me."
" Yes, father."
" I cannot take your idea of giving up your studies and
becoming a musician altogether seriously. All the same,
I will talk it over with you," said Dr. Rainer, and this
sentence sounded prepared and memorised.
" I am serious," said Rainer.
" I am regretfully forced to tell you that nothing can
come of it Your career has been mapped out, that you
know. You are to become a doctor and, later on, to take
over my practice. I cannot sanction any digression on
your part. What I am saying sounds rather tyrannical,
and I am sorry for that. I am not a tyrant at heart. But
one has to be hard sometimes, when it is necessary. I,
as well as you."
** If it is necessary, then I can be hard, father. And to
in

